



Roy runs into unexpected danger 
when a sniper draws a bead 
on his African Safari! 



* < 





KRAFT FUDGIES are the treat 
■you never get enough erf ! They taste 
SO creamy qood and wonderful. 

Pick Chocolate in gold foil or Vanilla 
in silver. 42 in every bag ! 

Try Krafts' wonderful Caramels 1 and Marshmallows, too! 





ROY ROGERS 



During a sightseeing trip, Roy Rogers 

AND HIS SON DUSTY QUARTER A PLANE IN 
FRENCH EQUATORIAL AFRICA AND WING 
THEIR WAY SOUTHWARD OVER THE RIM OF 
THE KALAHARI DESERT... 




...AS THE KALAHARI'S WILDLIFE TRIES TO ESCAPE THE 
PLANE'S PURSUING SHADOW I 






LL SEE LOTS /WORE THINGS 
RE WE REACH JOHANNESBURG, 
PUSTV.' 



FROM INSIDE THE PLANE, DUSTY GETS 
H/S FIRST GLIMPSES OF AFRICAN BIG 
GAME... 



1 THERE ARE SOME 

ANTELOPE — GEMSBOK.' I 



CHANGES OF ADDRESS should roach ui five weeks in advance ol the next issue date. Give Doth your old and 
now address encloses If possible your old address label. 




WHEN WILL WE ^ 
GET THERE, DAD? 



THINK WE CAN 
CLIMB ABOVE IT, 
DAD 7 



1 DON'T KNOW, DUST/ ! 
THE AIR IS PRETTY THIN 
- HERE J - 



BEFORE PARK 

IF WE DON'T RUN INTO 
BAD WEATHER.' THOSE 
CLOUDS AHEAD DON'T 
LOOK TOO PROMISING 1 



DUSTY.' VOUR 
SEAT BELT — n 



IT'S F- FASTENED, 
PAD ! AND SO IS 
BULLET'S ! , 



WE'RE OUT, DUSTY AND 

UNDER CONTROL ! WE'VE GOT 
TO LAND! ^0 





THERE'S A SMOOTH 



PAD THERE 
ARE BUILDINGS 

A TOWN 

Of SOME KIND 1 



CLAY PAN THAT OUGHT 
TO MAKE A GOOD ^ 
LANDING STRIP/ JB 



W SURE, PAD ' BUT 

IT'S FUNNY 1 DIDN’T 

SEE ANY ROOFS ! 



WELL, THERE’S NO USE GETTING OUT 
IN THIS DOWNPOUR — AND IT'S 60IN6 
TO BE DARK SOON WE’LL SPEND THt 
NIGHT RIGUT HERE, SON 



THEY JUST GET WET, 
I GUESS ! PROBABLY 
THEY LOVE IT.' ...I’LL 
HAVE ANOTHER 
SANDWHICH, DUSTY. 



PAD, WHAT DO THE 
ANIMALS DO WHEN IT 
RAINS LIKE THIS 1 



<5%RrR% : 



?ID YOU SAY A TOWN, DUSTY 



U -t , 

9 . 1 :- 



WHA-WHAT \ A LION AND PRETTY 

WAS THOT, CLOSE, TD SAY, SON.'... 

DAD’ L HOW DO YOU LIKE AFRICA 
^ '-'-NOW ’ 









WE'D 8ETTER GET OFF THIS KNOLL. 
SOY' BULLET SEES SOMETHING 



yorp'. S/he isn't 1 

t££EYUM'U GROWLING, 
YliH ' f SO IT CAN'T 
Wl Ij BE AN m 
\ enemy ! a 



ALL THE SAME, DUSTY, 
YOU STAY HERE, I'LL 
^ LOOK ' 



eeeyuh, yum, yum 



A BUSHMAN WITH A 

BROKEN LEG ! GO EASY, 
THERE, BULLET/ . 



CAREFUL, BULLET .'THIS 
ISN'T CALIFORNIA / 



A BUSH MON, ) YES/... MY FRIEND, 
DAD •* — ^ ' YOU CAN'T UNDERSTAND 
^ MY TALK, BUT YOU HAVE 

I / i _ ~JW\ NO REASON TO BE AFRAID [ 

if IU HELP Y0U ' 1 



AS SOON AS 1 GET THIS 
LE6 SPLINTED, I'LL CARRY 
HIM TO THE PLANE { - 





THE NEXT THING IS TO GET OUT OF 
HIS RANGE — AS GLUCK AS WE 
v CAN HEAPS DOWN, DUSTY ' 



YES "BANG -BANG"/ 

OVER THESE ! MAYBE THAT 
SHARPSHOOTER IS YOUR 
ENEMY, TOO ? ^4 



MADE IT 
you OKAY, 
DUSTy * 



CLOSE.' KEEP 
TO COVER, DUSTY.! 



WELL, WE'VE LEARNED A LOT FROM OUR 
FRIEND TSAMMA, DUSTY, EVEN THOUGH WE 
HAD TO USE SIGN TALK AND DRAW PICTURES 
■ r -r~, IN THE CLAY ' 



WE SURE HAVE, DAD l LET'S 
SEE IF I CAN REMEMBER IT ALL] 




FIRST, HIS NAME IS TStfMMtf 

RIGHT ? SECOND, HE AND HIS 
FAMILY OF FIVE HAVE BEEN CAPTIVES 
OF A WHITE MAN INSIDE THAT BIG 

STONE BUILDING FOR MANY i 

DAYS .' AND LAST NIGHT. .. S 



...LAST NIGHT TSAMMA JUMPED 
FROM THE WALL IN THE PARK 
AND BROKE HIS LEG ! BUT 
THERE’S SOME THINS ELSE £-4 
HE'S BEEN TRYING TO JfB 
TELL US, DAD 



I'M A LITTLE 
PUZZLED OVER THAT, 
TOO, DUSTY. 1 HIS 
SIGN TALK SAYS THAT 
HE HAS SENT A 
MESSAGE, SOMEHOW, 

. TO SOMEONE ! ^ 



MAYBE HE DIP IT BY "BUSH TELEGRAPH," 
A KIND OF TELEPATHY KNOWN TO __ 
PRIMITIVE TRIBES, FROM ESKIMO 1 
LAND TO AFRICA I'LL ASK /. . 

. HIM AGAIN... 



TSAMMA, WHERE ARE YOUR PEOPLE 
NOW? ARE THEY COMING HERE 1 



KUNG i 
KWAI-KWEE 



DAD.' THEY’RE TSAMMA’5 PEOPLE 
HE (HO SEND A MESSAGE .' 



AND SOMEHOW HE’S TOLO 
THEM ABOUT US J THEY 
LOOK REAL FRIENDLY ' 



m 


/Iff 


irss 






j% 










1 WONDER 
WHAT THEY'RE 
5AYING, PAP? 



I'D GUESS THAT THEY'RE PLANNING TO RESCUE 
TSAMMA'S FAMILY, INSIDE THE RUINS ! IF THE' 
_ ARE, IT'S OUR FIGHT, TOO ' - TM - 



7CS, „ 
TSAMMA? 



xhum 



SHORTLY. 



HERE, DUSTY, 
YOU TARE THIS 
RIFLE AND WATCH OVER 
OUR FRIEND TSAMMA ! v 
I'M GOING WITH OUR ^ 
BUSHMEN FRIENDS 



ALL RIGHT, 
DAP ! WE'LL BE 
OKAY, AND IF 
YOU NEED ME 

FIRE THREE 

SHOTS QUICK ! 



LOOK, TSAMMA ! I'M IN ON 
THIS JOB, TOO ' WITH MY 
(BANG - BANG) GUNS ■ r- 
UNDERSTAND ? I 
■ CAN HELP.' /-* 



DUSTY KN0W5 HOW *Bg£iSF 
TO HANDLE THAT RIFLE! IMP' y 



TO STAND GUARD, flTlSbL 

THEY SHOULD BE TvWJHI . 




WWAT’5 THEIR PLAN NOW, I WONPER. 
PICK OFF THAT RIFLEMAN WITH A 
UJCKy ARROW 2 





ALL RIGHT IF TOU'RE 
REAPY ! I'LL PRAW HIS 
FIRE ! ^ 





THOSE ARROWS 
ARE KEEPING HIM 
FRONS TAKING GOOD 
_ AIM. ^ _ 



UNDER THEIR COMBINED FORCE THE BARRICADE FALLS 



PUSUi HARDER 
IT'S MOVING / 



INWARD , 



GOOD WORK, 

"RUNG"! 



BUT THE BUSHMAN JUST AHEAD OF Roy 
CRUMBLES STRUCK FROM ABOVE • 





then falls rows dewh 






THE RIFLEMAN WITH 

NO IDENTIFICATION BUT 
THIS BAG I BUT WHAT 
MADE HIM DO THESE A 
>*, THIN6S 1 Jk 



XHUM, ROY 
KEKS-CHl l 



' VHOU | 
YHOU, ROY. 



HOY'S SECOND SHOT DISARMS THE MON. . 



-I 



...AND, OFF BALANCE , HE 

CLUTCHES A STONE , 

CARVING... -—I 



UfiHH 



SO THESE ARE TSAMMA'S 

FAMILY THE CAPTIVES \ 

AND THERE ARE No MORE 
ENEMIES ? 





GOLD! ANCIENT NATIVE ORNAMENTS, 



WHICH HE FORCED HIE CAPTIVES TO 
UNEARTH FROM THE RUINS FOR HIM ! ' 
THERE MUST BE MUCH MORE.'.. AND/ 

^ By RIGHTS, 

IT'S THE 
BUSHMEN'S 
GOLD! 



BUT — THEY'VE V 
GONE ! JUST LIKE J 
THAT! ALL OF 7-t 
THEM ! //fl 



ALL RIGHT, PARDNER 



DUSTY WHAT ARE YOU DOIN6 HERE? YOU 
SHOULDN'T HAVE LEFT TSAMMA ALONE * 



I UNDERSTAND 



COME WHEN I HEARD 
THE SHOOTING, DAO I 
AND BULLET FELT 
THE SAME WAY J 
AND I COULD 
HAVE HELPED WITH 
THE RIFLE ' S 



HIS FRIENDS ARE WITH 
HIM BY NOW THEY _ 
JUST PASSED ME ! * 



OKAY, DUSTY/ I GUESS WE CAN TAKE 
A LITTLE TIME TO LOOK AROUND, BEFORE 
WE GO ON TO JOHANNESBURG ' 



DAD, LET'S EXPLORE THE RUINS .' MAYBE 
WE COULD FIND SOME MORE BUSHMAN'S 
_ GOLD ! 




Young Joe Hanley looked approvingly al Ihe 
slout pole in his hands. Eight feet long, 
straight and true, it had taken him several 
hours to fashibn it from a young tree. 

"It seems to me every time I've seen you 
of late, you've been carving out a fishing 
pole," Joe's father commented as he watched 
his son admiring his handiwork. "That one is 
a mite thick for fishing. I'd say." 

"Well, it's not exactly a fishing pole, Dad," 
Joe admitted, glancing down at the shaft 
with a shy grin. "Do you mind if I ride along 
with you? I'm meeting Teddy Benson in 
town this afternoon." 

"Sure, boy, sure," Mr. Hanley grinned tol- 
erantly as he mounted his horse. "But do be 
careful when we're in town. I wouldn't want 
you to accidentally rap somebody on the 
head with that pole of yours." 

Joe mounted his own pinto and carried the 
pole in the crook of his arm, testing its bal- 
ance and weight. 

"It's a lance. Dad,” he explained earnestly. 
’’You know, like the knighls-of-old used to 
carry . . . only this one isn't pointed on the 
end. It is blunt. Teddy and I have been prac- 
ticing with them all week. I’ve already brok- 
en two of them." 

"You don't say," Mr. Hanley replied. "If 
I wanted to learn to use old weapons, I'd 
pick something more useful. I don’t think I'd 
find a need for something like that if I lived 
to be a thousand years old!" 

"Oh, we know they aren't practical," Joe 
smiled. "We're just having fun with them." 

Later, in town, as Mr. Hanley transacted 
some business in the general store, Joe, still 
mounted on his pinto, lingered at the water- 
ing trough to talk to a friend. 

Suddenly, the normal buzz of activity on 
the main street was interrupted as shots rang 
out in front of the bank at the end of the 
street. In the next instant, the scene became 



one of confusion as people headed for cover 
behind wagons and in doorways. 

The cry of ''Bank Robber!" was taken up 
as a rider headed away from the bank at a 
fast gallop, swiveling in his saddle to fire 
back at the men in front of the bank. 

Directly in the path of the fleeing robber, 
an elderly citizen, Mr. Crutchen. was hob- 
bling across the street. 

"Look out!" shouted Joe Hanley, trying to 
warn the endangered man. 

Mr. Crutchen stopped and peered uncer- 
tainly in the direction of the shots. 

With split-second timing, Joe gripped his 
pole tightly and spurred out toward the on- 
coming outlaw. He raised his lance and, in 
one quick motion, swept the outlaw from his 
saddle. 

By the time Mr. Hanley and the storekeep- 
er rushed from the rear of the store, the 
shooting had stopped and a crowd was gath- 
ering about Joe, Mr. Crutchen. and the fallen 
outlaw, who was moaning and groaning. 

"Joe! Joe!" Mr. Hanley called, rushing to 
his son. "What happened? Are you hurt?" 

"Joe's all right," Mr. Crutchen said reassur- 
ingly, as he clasped Joe's hand gratefully. 
"But that durned fool on the ground is going 
to have a sore chest for a mighty long spell. 
And it serves him rightl Why, he'd have run 
me down if it had not been for Joe poking 
him out of his saddle with that long pole!" 

"I guess I took the outlaw by surprise," 
Joe explained. "He was so busy looking back 
and shooting at the bank that he didn't even 
see me coming toward him." 

"Whew!" Mr. Crutchen sighed with relief. 
"With all this excitement, I reckon I've aged 
five years in the past five minutes." 

"I feel pretty old myself,'' Mr. Hanley 
grinned with a knowing look at Joe and a sly 
glance at the long pole. "According to some- 
thing I said a short while ago. I've just aged 
almost a thousand years!" 




PALE 

r/oes 

ALONE A 
NARROW, 
LONELY 
STRETCH 
OE ROAD 
ON THE 
WAY TO 
BUCKHORN. 
SUDDENLY... 





I'M PERRY COE, 
THE NEW TOP 
HAND AT THE 
ROCKING-W 
SPREAD/ I WAS 
HELD UP AND 
ROBBED ON MY 
WAY TO PICK UP 
THE RANCH 
PAYROLL MONEY 
AT THE BUCKHORN 





THEM 
HUZZIES 
/NTO THE 
SANK... 




' YOU MUST BE, 
MISTAKEN!, PALE / HE 
HAP IDENTIFICATION 
PAPERS AND LETTERS 
FROM THE RANCH 
OWNER AUTHORIZING 
US TO GIVE HIM THE 
MONEY/ _ — 



YES! THAT 
MAN I S/VOT 
THE FOREMAN! 
jj HE'S A 

g th/ep'J 




Dale tells 

THEM PEGGY 
COE'S STOGY,. 



WE'VE GOT TO 
STOP HIM BEFORE 
HE GETS AWAV WITH 
ALL THAT MONEY/ J 






WE HAVEN'T T/MB? 
YOU <30 IN AND TALK. 
TO HIM... HOLD HIM 
s S WHILE X SLIP IN 
t BEHIND- AND GET THE 
PROP ON HIM/ x-* 

r J&t 



YOU WERE &/GHT, 
PALE/ THERE HE <SOES.' 
I'LL <30 TELL MR. REED 
AND THE SHERIFF/ A 



TO THE LWERY 
STABLE/ MAT BE 
HIS HORSE IS 
STILL THERE/ IT'S 
OUR BEST CHANCE 
OF FINDING HIM.' 



B-BUT... 

WHERE. 





SORRY, MISS' 
NOW PLEASE 
GET OUT OF 
/A Y WAY-.' 



THERE'S ONLY ONE 
ROPE HOLP/MG OP> 
THAT HARNESS/..^ 
/E 1 CAN JUST... dS 



BUT IT'S 
IMPORTANT...! 



r I SAID 
OUT OF MY. 



YOU CAN GO 
FOR THE SHERIFF 
AND MR. REED 
^ NOW, ANN ! > 



WE'RE CATCHING A THIEF.' 
GRAB THAT HORSE, MISTER., 
IT'S CARRYING A LOT OF 

STOLEN MONEY,,./,; 



HEY/ WHAT'S ; 
GOING ON HERE?^ 



THE ROCKING -W'S MONEY 
IS SAFE AND THE THIEF'S - 
IN JAIL, COE/ . 



^ I'M GLAD I 
f COULD HELP.' THE 
COWBOY TURNED 
OUT TO BE A WANTED 
ROBBER, NAMED 
FR/ENPLY SHI/ TH! 
■YOU SEE, YOU WEREN'T 
jf THE FIRST ONE 
T TO 8E TAKEN IN 

V BY HIS FRIENDLY 

V NATURE.,..' , 



' SURE WANT 
TO THANK YOU, 
MISS DALE// 





THE FAMILY PICNIC 

by Dale Evans 

J guess there’s nothing that's more fun than 
a good old-fashioned family picnic. Debbie 
and Dodie are always begging us to have 
one. Well, one day recently, we finally 
agreed that the next morning we'd load the 
family into Nellybelle, the jeep, and take a 
ride down to the river for a whole day of pic- 
nicking. T stayed up late that night, making 
potato salad and getting together enough 
food for three big outdoor meals. 

It's a funny thing about picnics. You can 
do almost anything else and it doesn't bother 
our family, but say "picnic" and everybody 
is so excited they can hardly sleep. It 
couldn't have been later than five the next 
morning when Dodie and Debbie routed me 
out of bed and we all sleepily got up. 

Dusty and Sandy helped Roy straighten 
out the fishing tackle so they could try to 
catch some trout, and they also oiled their 
rifles for target practice. Roy was grumbling 
a little about such an early start, but he and 
the boys packed Nellybelle, and we ail piled 



in and were ready to go. Roy stepped on 
the starter and — nothing happened. He had 
forgotten to fill her with gasoline! Then, we 
looked in the big storage tank. in the barn. 
That was out' of gas, too. 

So, guess, whal— we put a picnic table 
right in the back yard and had a wonderful 
time right at the ranch house all day long. 




One morning, while I was eating break- 
fast in the ranch house, my son. Dusty, came 
running in, shouting, "Dad, Trigger's gone!" 

I grabbed my sombrero and we rushed 
down to the barn together. Sure enough, the 
gate to Trigger's stall was standing wide 
open, and Trigger was nowhere in sight. 

My first thought was that Trigger had prob- 
ably loosened the latch himself — he does 
that, sometimes — and that we would find him 
in the back-yard corral. But, when we looked, 
he wasn't there, either. Well. I guessed that 
the only other place he would have gone was 
up the road. So I saddled Trigger, Jr., while 
Dusty got the new colt he had just broken 
in, and we took the trail leading away from 
the ranch. 

It was about noon when Dale caught up 
with us On Buttermilk. 

"Didn't you take Bullet?" was her first 
question when she saw that he wasn't along. 

Dusty and I hadn't even thought of that 
in our anxiety to find Trigger, nor had we 
noticed that he wasn't around the ranch. 

Dale whistled. Nothing happened. Dusty 
whistled. Still no sign o! Bullet. Then I whis- 



tled and called, and, pretty soon, Bullet, 
looking just like a puppy, came bounding up 
to us out of the brush. He whined a couple 
of times, then took off, straight as air arrow, 
back in the same direction he had come from. 
We followed, up into the rocky hills, where 
the going was tough. Bullet must have run 
like the wind in answer to our whistles, 
because it took us almost to mid-afternoon 
to reach the spot he was leading us to. 

All of a sudden, we heard a whinny, and 
Trigger stuck his head up from behind 
some rocks. 

I don't quite know how to explain the rest 
of the story, but I believe that animals have 
a way of talking to each other. That must be 
what took place between Bullet and Trigger 
sometime that morning, because, nestled in 
the rocks just back of Trigger was a German 
shepherd... a lovely girl German shepherd... 
and with her were four wriggling puppies. 

Bullet had gotten himself married,, and 
when the puppies had come, he just had to 
show them off to somebody, so he told 
Trigger. That was why Trigger ran away 
that day. 





JtOY RIDES THROUGH WILD BACK 
COUNTRY, FOLLOWING A SHORT- 
CUT TRAIL TO THE RANCH OF HIS 
OLD FRIEND, TIM DUNCAN... 



THE MAN HUNTERS 



LOOK, TRIGGER ' 

A SADDLED HORSE i 
I WONDER WHERE 
HE CAME FROM... 
AND WHERE’S HIS 
RIDER ? > 







, T-TOO LATE 
FOR W-HELP... 
' GOTTA T-TALK 
...WANT TO 
M-MAKE 
CONFESSION... 
NAME'S BEN 
GRANT... 1 



\r f BEEN LYING HERE FOR 5 
yf PAYS. . . C- COULDN'T SO ANY 
• FARTHER. ..T- TIME TO THINK 
$ . . .WANT TO DIE WITH CLEAR 

*1 C- CONSCIENCE... NO USE 
\V FOR M -MONEY NOW... ' 



WHY ARE YOU 
DOING THIS, 
GRANT 1 



EMPTY S- SADDLE SAGS 
IN BARN... STOLEN 
M- MONEY IN MY . 
. COAT... ! A 



R... ^ WE’LL GO TO THE SHERIFF 

i IN CLAY CITY, TRiG6ER .' WE 

CAN RIDE OUT TO TIM DUNCAN'S 
SPREAD LATER' IT'S NOT FAR ■ 
FROM TOWN 



DON'T TRY TO TALK, MISTER 
MY NAME'S Roy ROGERS J I'M 

your friend; i'll uelp you ‘ 



TAKE IT EASY, GRANT.' ) C- CAN'T-.T-TIME'S 
V- — , . — — -4-"' TOO SHORT.. .I'VE 



TOO SHORT.. .I'VE 
HEARD OF YOU, ROGERS 
...T- TRUST YOU... 
GET P- PAPER... 
W-WRITE WHAT Hg 
ISAY... I'LL ^ 
. 5 - SIGN... ' Jm I 



■v, Wi 

A/J/ 



( 1 HELD UP 8- BANK... CLAY CITY... 
SHOT G -GUARD... POSSE CHASED ME... 
TWO -THREE BULLETS HIT ME AND 

HORSE... STOLE FRESH 




SURE WISH YOU'D COME SOONER, ROGERS / 
THE BANK- GUARD PIED ! WE ARRESTED 
ANOTHER MAN FOR MURDER AND ROBBERY . 
FOUND THE WOUNDED HORSE AND BLOOD - 
STAINED SADDLEBAGS IN THE BARN J 



%L LQTER... i THAT'S THE STORY, SHERIFF. 

— 1 TUERE'S GRANT'S SIGNED 

CONFESSION, ALSO THE BANK'S MONEY .* >, J 



AFRAID NOT i HE BROKE 



WELL, YOU CAN SET 
HIM FREE NOW l 



OUT OF JAIL TWO WEEKS 
AGO ! A DOZEN LAWMEN 
AND A COUPLE OF BOUNTY 
HUNTERS ARE AFTER HIM/ 
LOOK AT THIS POSTER.' 



UM DUNCAN 



USAS os ALIVE 

WITED FOB MOWER 
■MS ROBBERY 

Armed T^'* r '~ L 



AND SINCE BEN GRANT 
WAS ABOUT TIM'S SIZE. 

I CAN UNDERSTAND THE 
MISTAKEN IDENTITY / ’ 



TIM DUNCAN • HE'S 
ONE OF MY OLDEST ^ 
FRIENDS.' _ 



THE CLINCHER WAS 
THAT TWO PEOPLE 
SWORE THEY SAW 
TIM RUNNING OUT 
OF THE BANK / , 



MINE TOO.' COULDN'T 
BELIEVE HE'D TURNED 
KILLER AND THIEF » 
BUT ALL THE 
EVIDENCE POINTED 
STRAIGHT AT HIM! 




YOU'VE GOT TO STOP THIS MAN HUNT FAST, SHERIFF: 
SOME TRIGGER-HAPPY HOMBRE'S LIABLE TO SHOOT 
TIM i THE REWARP'S THE SAME, DEAD OR ALIVE 1 



THEN I'LL HAVE 
TO 6T0P THEM... 
OR FIND TIM 
BEFORE THEY 



YOU HAVEN'T GOT A 
CHANCE l THEY'RE THE 
BEST MAN -TRACKERS 
IN THE TERRITORY... 
THE BRACK BROTHERS, 
BILL AND 8UD .' , 



I'LL SEND TELEGRAMS 
TO STOP THE LAWMEN '■ 
BUT THERE’S NO WAY 
TO REACH THE BOUNTY 
v . HUNTERS 1 y 



I'LL TAKE 
THAT CHANCE 



MY BOYS AND I'LL 
GO AFTER THEM, TOO.' 
WATCH OUT FOR THOSE 
BRACKS... THEY 1 RE 
MEAN AND BOUNTY- 
HUNGRY.' GOOD LUCK, 
^ ROGERS l J 



r WE'LL START AT TIM'S SPREAD, 
TRIGGER MAYBE ONE OF HIS BOYS 
WILL KNOW WHICH WAY HE HEAOED > 



ROY RIDES INTO TIM DUNCAN'S RANCH YARD. 



SANDY SMITH J DON'T YOU 
REMEMBER ME ? TM ROY ROGERS, 
TIM'S FRIEND .' I'VE BEEN IN CLAY 
V CITY AND HEARD 

WHAT HAPPENED ! 





Bey. 1 DIDN'T RECOGNIZE YOU AT 
FIRST' FIGURED YOU WERE ANOTHER 
BOUNTY HUNTER, LIKE THOSE 

BLOODHOUND BRACKS ' r 

THEY WERE SNOOPIN' V. #“>v 
AROUND HERE AT SUN' J \ 

UP THIS /WORN IN’ i / 



Hoy TELLS Sflvpy fiBOUT SEN GRANT'S CONFESSION. 



I'M SOARED THOSE 8RACKSU 
FIND HIM FIRST, ROY.' THEY 
ALMOST HAVE A FULL DAY'S , 
START ON YOU [ 1/ 



NOPE HE STOPPED HERE 
FOR SUPPLIES, AFTER HE 
BROKE JAIL i SAID HE'D 
HOLE -UP IN AN EAGLE'S 
NEST TILL THE CHASE PlED 
DOWN. ..THEN HUNTFORTHE 
KILLER' 



YOU'VE TOLD ME WHERE HE IS, SANDY.' TIM 
AND I STUMBLED ON A HILLTOP CAVE, YEARS 
AGO, WHEN WE WERE HUNTING MOUNTAIN 
LIONS WE CALLED 

|T eagle's 

\ \ NEST' -- 



HAVE you ANY 
IDEA WHERE 
T/M IS* 



FIND 



- >.s 



ANC 





A CAMPFIRE ' IF IT'S 
THE gRACKS, THEY'RE 
PROBABLY BEODED DOWN FOR THE NIGHT ' 
THEY CAN'T FOLLOW TIIA'S TRAIL IN THE . 
______ PARK! jrTg 



Ah HOlSR. LATER. 



. f WE'VE GOT TO KEEP GOING, 

— 1 TRIGGER' THREE RIDERS ARE 
AHEAP OF US ! MY GUESS IS ONE 
WAS TIM AND THE OTHERS ARE 
THE BRACK BROTHERS/^ 



MY NAME'S ROY ROGERS, 
AND I'M LOOKING FOR 
BILL AND BUD BRACK i A 



WHO ARE. YOU 1 AND 
WHERE YOU HEAPIN', 
_ MISTER; 



MOLD IT, ~ 
STRANQB.Ul 

KEEP YOUR 
HANDS WHERE 
WE CAN SEE . 
, 'EM J • 



WE'LL MAKE SURE YOU 
PONT COLLECT IT.' GET 
OFF THAT HORSE l 

Move / , 



WE'RE 

THE 

BRACK5, 

WHY'RE 

you 

LOOKIN' 

FOR 

US'* 



TO STOP yOUR HUNT FOR 
TIM DUNCAN.' HE'S NOT 
GUILTY.' ANOTHER MAN'S 
CONFESSED, SO THERE'5 NO 
REWARD FOR CATCHING ^ 
k DUNCAN ! BdH 



WE'RE NOT DUMB 
ENOUGH TO FALL 
FOR THAT 
TRICK, MISTER « 
YOU WANT THAT 
BOUNTY FOR 
YOURSELF ! / 





COME ON. TRIGGER, 



r HE'LL ^ 
T-TROWPLE 

US ,S‘STOP i 

». WIM/jgj 



DROP YOUR GUNS 



■\ 4 ' 



WE'VE D- DROPPED V; 
THE 6 -SUNS.' 4§ 
C- CALL OFF B&jjfj 
THAT -g^&nF’i 

horse: m&KLi 



IT'S NO TRICK... 1 TOLD YOU THE TRUTH 
GO ASK THE SHERIFF IN CLAY CITY GET 
y<JUR HORSES AND START RlDlNG BACK 
~ TO TOWN NOW! _ — 



ON YOUR FEET, BOTH OF YOU 

HOW yocm LISTEN TO 
ME! 




\ I'M GOING TO 
j TRy TO FIND 
DUNCAN AND TELL 
HIM HE'S FREE ! 
TAKE VOUR GUNS 
V AND RIDE J A 



IF YOU'RE ON THE LEVEL, 
WHY AREN'T YOU HEADING 
FOR TOWN WITH US? . 



STAY HERE TILL DAYLI6HT, THEN WE'LL 
BACKTRACK AND FOLLOW THAT FAST- 
TALKING 

JfjB 'Vt> 4-r T DOUBLE- i 
■ // . \ CROSS ER ■ jL 



ARE YOU LOCO ? HE 
ADMITTED HE WAS GOING 
TO FIND DUNCAN THAT 
PROVES HE'S AFTER THE 
-a, DOUGH.' — 



DO YOU THINK THERE'S 
A CHANCE HE TOLD 
THE TRUTH, BILL 



r THAT ROGERS HOM8PE ^ 
IS A GOOD TRACKER.' HE 
MUST'VE PICKED UP DUNCAN'S 
TRAIL NEAP HIS RANCH.' / 
SAME AS WE DID 



/ SUPPOSE 
HE BEATS US 
TO DUNCAN.' 



NOT A CHANCE ! HE 
CAN'T FOLLOW A SIGN 
AT NIGHT I I'VE GOT A 
HUNCH ROGERS WILL 
NEVER GET ANYWHERE 
. NEAR DUNCAN y 



ANYWAY, 
WE'LL DO ALL 
WE CAN TO 
STOP HIM ' . 



WATCH YOUR STEP, TRIGGER ! 
MY GUESS IS THE BRACKS'LL 
BE ON OUR TRAIL BY SUNUP ‘ 
THEY WON'T GIVE 
UP -THAT BlG L ^ 

BOUNTY SO £.\: *IMMi 

. easy ' 



the bracks ride a sace distance, mtnsror ... 

TUIS K FARFNOlir.U. RIID ' WE‘1 I 






AT THAT SAME TIME 






Roy ride s on. 



WE'LL SOON BE THERE, 
TRIGGER! I REMEMBER 
THOSE ROCKS TIM AND 
1 TREED A MOUNTAIN . 
LION ON THEM sA 



r AFTER WE CROSS THE CREEK, 
WE'LL START CUTTING A ZIGZAG 
TRAIL' THAT'LL SLOW THEM UP, 
IF THey FOLLOW US INSTEAD OF 
k TIM DUNCAN'S TRACKS ! 



FINALLY, THEY REACH THE EAGLE'S NEST... 



T/M! T/M DUNCAN / IT'S ME-,. ROY 
ROGERS .' 1 HAVE GOOD NEWS FOR VOU 



ROY! IT IS YOU-; THIS IS A SURPRISE. 
I'M MIGHTS GLAD TO SEE TOU WHAT'S 
• THE NEWS ? 'm " 



A LITTLE LATER. 



T HAVE A HUNCH 
WE'RE NOT FINISHED 
WITH THOSE 80UNTY 
HUNTERS, TIM L . 



I SURE APPRECIATE 
WHAT YOU'VE DONE, 
ROY.' TM GLAD TOU 
FOUND ME BEFORE 
THE BRACKS’ DIP \A 



y OU'RE FREE, TIM 

THE REAL KILLER 
CONFESSED ' HOW 
A60UT SOME COFFEE 
WHILE I EXPLAIN 
. EVERYTHING.' A 





1 DON'T THINK 1 CONVINCE? 
THEM THE PRICE IS OFF YOUR 
HEAD l I'M SURE THEY 
BELIEVE I'M AFTER THE MT 
^ BOUNTY MYSELF 



WE 1 ? BETTER START FOR CLAY CITY AT PAWN 
AND TAKE THE LONG WAY DOWN THE OTHER SIDE 
OF THE' HILL 1 



THE BRACKS 
/ FIGURE EVERY- 
) BODY IS AS 
CROOKED AND 
MONEY - HUNGRY 
AS THEY ARE ! 



Tut HExtwmm. 



WE'LL SHOWTHAT LYIN’ 
COW-POKE NOBODY CAN 
TRICK THE 8RACKS, OR 
BEAT 'EM AT MAN - . 

V TRACKIN'' / 



HE PR08ABLY 
LOST DUNCAN'S 
TRAIL IN THE 

v water; a 



WE'LL STICK 
TO DUNCAN'S 
TRAIL AND 
BEAT ROGERS 
TO HIM i > 



WE'RE ON DUNCAN'S TRAIL ! 

BUT l HAVEN'T SEEN ROGERS'S 
TRACKS SINCE WE 
CROSSED THE ) — ' . 



AT LAST THEY REACH THE DESERTEO EAGLE'S NEST. 



THIS WAS DUNCAN'S HIDE-OUT, 
ALL RIGHT AND ROGERS WAS 
HERE J WONDER HOW HE 
V BEAT US ? 



NO TIME TO WORRY ABOUT 
THAT NOW l WE'VE GOT TO 
FIGURE HOW TO CATCH HIM 
BEFORE HE GETS TO CLAY 
, CITY WITH DUNCAN > 





THEY'RE SURE TARIM' THE L0K1G WAY TO TOWN, 



BUT LOOK WHAT 1 FOUND, 
TWO SETS OF PRINTS, 
HEADING DOWN THIS SIDE 
OF THE HILL.' LET'S 60.' 



HERE'S ' 
ROGERS'S 
TRACKS 
COMIN 1 J 

UP... J 



HEAPING IN THIS DIRECTION 



— '- r “ IT'S PROBABLY 
ANOTHER TRICK TO THROW 
US OFF THE TRAIL '. BUT 
THIS TIME WE'LL CATCH 
* UP WITH ROGERS • y 



A CAMPFIRE'S ASKING FOR TR0U8LE. ROY! 
IT'LL LEAD THEM TO US, IF THEY'RE ANYWHERE 

AROUND ! j 7 — < 

n. THAT'S THE IDEA, TIM ! 

/ 1 l4oPE 1T ' 1 - L - BR1NG ™ EiVN 
K INTO THE OPEN, IF THEY 

abe on our trail 



That sight.. 



NOT A SIGN OF TUE 
BRACKS SO FAR, ROY 
GUESS WE'VE 
LOST 'EM i Jr 8 



DON'T BE TOO SURE.' 
HOW ABOUT STOPPING 
HERE - ? THE HORSES 
. NEED REST A 



lGT£P THAT SIGHT.. 



WE'RE TAKING A 
BIG CHANCE ! THOSE 
BRACKS WON'T 
HESITATE TO SHOOT 
US IN THE BACK ! a 



THEY'D DO THE 
SAME ON THE 
TRAIL.' WE CAN 
BE READY FOR 
THEM HERE ' 



I FIGURED ROGERS ^ 
WAS TOO SMART TO LIGHT 1 
A FIRE HE AND DUNCAN 1 LLJ 
NEVER KNOW WHAT HIT A 

t 'em •: 



WE'RE GETTIN' CLOSE, 
BUD WE'D BETTER 
LEAVE THE HORSES . 
^ HERE ! ^^A 




Roy IS OK GU6RD. 



wo SENSE WASTIN' TIME, BILL.' NOBODY 
CAN PROVE THEY DIDN'T PUT UP A FIGHT 



LOOK AT THOSE 
FOOLS. ..SOUND 
ASLEEP J ROGERS 
MUST'VE FIGURED 
WE FELL FOR 
HIS STORY l y 



WAKE UP, ' 
TIM I SOME - 
ONE’S COMING 
THROUGH THE 
BRUSH ! LET'S 
. MOVE t J 



THAT'S ENOU6U, BOYS.' 

DROP YOUR GUNS 

YOU'RE WASTING Sp^~ 

. BULLETS 



LOOKS LIKE YOU BOYS ^ 
OUTSMARTED YOURSELVES! 
THESE BLANKET ROLLS WITH 
YOUR BULLETS IN THEM AND 
OUR TESTIMONY WILL BE 
ENOUGH PROOF TO CONVICT 
YOU OF ATTEMPTING TO A 
MURDER TWO SLEEPING A 
— -/I*, men : jQk 



THE NEXT MY... \ ROY, I'M 

1 SURE THE 

WHOLE TERRITORY WILL REST 
EASIER, KNOWING THE 
BRACK 8ROTHERS ARE 
BEHIND BARS AT LAST 1 B 



AND I CAN'T THANK 
ROY ENOUGH FOR r 
SAVING MY LIFE ! I 



I GUESS MOST OF ALL, WE HAVE TO BE 
GRATEFUL THAT BEN GRANT HAD rw 
A CONSCIENCE WE'LL SEE YOU /fflIRI 
LATER IN COURT, SHERIFF ! J gP 










You may win a ^4-30°° scholarship 
in commercial arl 



^Draw cowboy's head with pencil, 5 inches high. 

As winner of contest you get a complete art course— free training 
for a money-making career in advertising art, illustrating, 
cartooning, or landscape or portrait painting. You are taught, 
individually, by professional artists on the slafi' of world’s 
largest home study art school, founded over 40 years ago. 

Many former students of tills school are now earning upwards 
from SI 50 a week. Some over $'50,000 a year. Among all 
commercial artists today, one out of every ten, it’s estimated, 
has studied with this school. Try for this free art course! 
Winner also gets professional drawing supplies and a series of 
valuable art textbooks. Entries for November 1959 contest 
must be received by November 30. None returned . Amateurs 
only. Our students not eligible. Winner notified. 

Use 1 confirm, then pass this page on lit a friend. 



have some real fun and sure huff action 




with the 

F-500 



CAP MACHINE GUN 



FIRES 500 SHOTS on a continuous roll of caps 



SMOKING ACTION— smoke puffs from the barrel as you let 'er go 

MAKES REALISTIC SOUND with or without the caps 

FULLY AUTOMATIC — uses ordinary flashlight batteries ... no winding or cranking 

SUPER FAST SPEED — have twice as much fun as you play 

OUTER SPACE DESIGNS are embossed on the sides to add to the fun 



Plus an opportunity to win a 

FREE TRIP for three to 

Disncuiand HOLLYWOOD, 

and PACfFIC OCEAN PARK; a 
personal TV set; or silver dollars 
in Nichols' big DESIGN A NEW 
TOY CONTEST- get the details 
at your toy dealer 


NEW 500 -SHOT 
CAP PISTOL . . . 

trigger it cock it or 

Ian it! You Have more shots 
anil more tun than any other 
cowboy when you have the 
Mustang The special bright 
finish anil plastic staghorn 
grips are beautiful. 


O NICHOLS Industries, Inc. 

CIRCLE N RANCH JACKSONVILLE. TEXAS 



Eg £ 







"RIGHT NOW, you're probably asking yourself - 

How does a figure skater get a 
quick , refreshing lift ? 



"I'm a sharp skater! I make a big impression— on the 
ice. I go around in circles faster than anybody!" 




"But after a while, I'm on my last legs. I’ve 
weary toes and wobbly knees. And I'm not 
cool any more — I'm in a stew!" 



"That’s when I have a 
chilled 7-Up! It gives me 
new energy in 2 to 6 min- 
utes — and I'm a gay blade 
again. All good skates 
reach for 7-Up!” 



Be sure there’s sparkling 7-Up at your house 
— so you can get a quick, refreshing lift whenever you need one. 
As "Fresh up" Freddie always says: " 'Fresh up’ with 7-Up!” 



